Tbc mofl lamentable Tragedk 

Tamor. Now will I hence abotit thy bufines 
And take rciy minirtf :rs along with me* 

Titus. Nay , nay, let rapeand murder flay with me. 
Or els He call my brother backeagaine. 

And cleaue to no reuenge but Lucius. 

™£f*\ What fa y y° 11 boy es, will you bide with him. 
Whiles I goe tell my Lord the Emperoar^ 

How J hauegouernd our detertnind ieft, 

Yeeldc to his humour, fmooth and fpeake him feire> 

And tarry with him till I turne againe. 

Titus. I know them all, though they fuppofc me mad, 
And will ore-reach therein theyr owne deuife*, 

A payre of curfed hell-hounds and their Dam* 

Deme, Aladam depart atplcafure, leauevs heere. 
Tumor a. Farewell sinArenicus, reuenge now goes 
To lay acomplotto betray thy foes. 

Tttus. 1 know thou dooft, and fweete reuenge farcwcHi 
Citron* Tell vs old man, how (hall webeimployd, 
Titus. But I haue worke enough for you to doe, 

P ubhus come hether, Cams, and Valentine, 

Publius. What isyour wills? 

Titus . Know you thefc two ? 

Pub. T he Empreffe fonnes I takethcm^hiron.Demetrm 
Tttus. Fie Publius fie, thou art toomuch dcceaude, 

The one is Murder, Rape is the others name, 

And therefore binde them gentle Publius, 

Cains arid V, dentine, lay hands on them. 

Oft hauc you hesrdme wiihfor fuch an houre, 

And now 1 hndeit, therefore brnde them fure, 

Andftop their moutlresif they begin to cry. 

Chiron. Villainesforbeare, weare the Emprcfle fonnes. 
Publius , And therefore do wc what we arc commanded* 
Stop clofe their mouthes, let them not fpeake a word, 

Is he fure bound, looke that y.ou binde tbemfaft. 

Enter 
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Enter Titus Vlndromeut with a knife ,a>uiL<tuinia 

withaBafon. 

Titus. Come, come Lauinia, looke, thy foesarebound, 

Sirs flop their mouthes, let them not fpeake to me, 

Butlet them hearc what fearefull wordslvtter. ^ 
Ohvillaincs,Cfc»>c»and Demetrius, , 

Here Hands the fpr ing whome you haue ftamd with mud. 
This ooodly Sommer with your Winter mixt, 

You klld her husband, and for that vilde fault. 

Two of her brothers were condemnd to death* 

My hand cut off, and made a merry ieft. 

Both her fweec hands, her tongue, and that more deere 
Then hands or tongue, her fpotlefle chaftity, 

Inhumaine tray tors, you conftramd and forft. 

What would you fay if I Ihould let you fpeake t 
Villaincs for Ihame you could not beg for grace. 

Harke wretches ho w 1 meane to martyr you, 

This one hand yet is left to cut your throates 
Whilft that Lauinia tweeneher ftumpsdoth hold 
The Bafon that receauesyour guilty blood. 

You know your Mother sneancs to feaft with me. 

And calls herfelfe Reuenge, and thinkesmemad. 

Harke villaines,! will grinde your bones to duft. 

And with your blood and it lie make a paftc, 
Andofthepafteacoffenl willreare. 

And make twopafties otyour ffiamefull heads, 

And bid that ftrumpet your vnhailowed Dam, 

Li ke to the earth fw al lo w her o w ne increafe. 

Thisis thefeaftthat J hauebidberto, 

And this thebanquet fhe fhall furfet on, 

For worfe then Philomel yon vfdemy daughter, 

And wojft then Prognt 1 will be reuengd, 
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